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So, everyone’s a poet now, eh? 


If you are disappointed in our lack of prose, feel free to alleviate 
that next semester. I’m sure the next editor will be glad to receive it. 

THIS HAS BEEN A STRETCHING SEMESTER, A LONG, 
AND TIRESOME JOURNEY, ONE FROM WHICH WE DO NOT RE- 
TURN UNCHANGED, I am older now, and I hate it. Take me back. I wish 
to be vain again. I still am, but I wish to be, as well. I guess wishes do come 
true. 

Our theme this semester is drawn from Ecclesiastes 12; and though 
really we meant to take inspiration from the entire first block (verses 1 — 8), 
it’s hard to fit that much text into a fun little title, so like the preacher, we 
said “Vanity of Vanities!” and called it a day. 

When we talk about Ecclesiastes, and we talk about Vanity, we really 
are talking about what is, and has been, and is to be, lost. What falls apart. 
What cannot hold. Some days that may feel like everything; loss is a vacuum 
of emotion; anything can fit in it and nothing scems to fill it. It is hard as a 
people called to faith, hope, and love to sit ina world of loss for any ex- 
tent of time and come away untouched, but sit there we must, and go away 
we shall. It is the artist’s calling to make something of this—not their only 
calling, not their controlling obsession, but it is not something we can live in 
ignorance of while still calling ourselves faithful witnesses. 

The challenge of our theme, then, has been to see what is truly 


worth making out of that which will soon be gone. We hope you enjoy. 


The Senior Quest Team — 
Ben Wright, Sarah Olivo, and Nathan Reid-Welford. 


Avigail Venema 
weit 


Shards 


A woman lives 
among 
the shards 
of stained glass. 


Splinters of light 
{light} 


embed into 
her skin, her hair. 
Fragments that 
once filtered sun into 
visions 
gouge her steps. 
Now rays 
disperse 
melting sands 
with rosebud 


dawn, 


Bright day: 
the wreckage 
glows, 


ascending flames. 


She exhales and 
/ob/ 
shimmering echoes 
whisper forgotten tongues, 
faint sighing glints of 


fading vibrancy. 


[flame] 
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Ben van,Santen 


Blackout poetry contest n Tne 


a. 
on WVidlioentewas_¢ smalb gist, ber mother threw herself 


died after relentless attempts tol 
attention of her hesbaad, agcaptainein ehe brench arnwy ineHaiw. 


After Millicent’s mother was gone, a Haitian nanny had cared 
for her and filled her head with talk of zombies and spells. A 
tapestry of a blue Jesus dying on the cross hung above the table 
where Nanny had prepared Milly's food. Nanny had fashioned a 
small altar of colored bottles and a red-and-black rooster made 
of cloth, to which she presented three kernels of corn on the 
window ledge next to the tapestry. Milly had asked her nanny 


ulicentecomsidered the bald boy again. “No,” she said, “we 
wont be needing him. Only the girl.” 


Gwyneth Covey 


song excerpt 


When You’re Done With Me 


-\m I what haunted you from the stage 
Drafting life out of the page 

One more actress 

Making love out of practice 


The fear of Dorian Grey 


Will I give you something to write about 
linally figured yourself out 

Your muse? So close 

A figment, a ghost 


Living breathing doubt 


So when you’re done with me 

Paint me beautifully 

Stretched out and elegant 

Make me something worth remembering 
Use all the colours of your hands 

And the deepest darkest reds 

Capture what was left 


When you’re done, are you done with me yet? 
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| be Elizabeth Verwijs 


BF: 


Remember Also Your Creator 


Remember also your Creator. 


Run your hands over the drifts of snow, despite the chill it 
brings to your fingers. No snowflake the same, yet each one a won- 
derfully complex pattern to behold. (Run your hands through dried 


grass in the sweltering sun, each blade broken differently.) 


Notice a smile sneak onto your face at every chance to peta 
dog, a cat, a horse, or a donkey. Regardless of the fur left behind on 
your hands. (Notice a frown creep onto your face at every burial, at 


every parting glance, with nothing left to hold.) 


Bask in changes of weather, days so foggy you can only sec 
three feet in front of you, hours of tumbling snow piling up knee 
deep, a heavy rain washing worms from their homes. (Cower in the 


muted moments, horizons so clear you dread each arrival, empty 
skies with nothing to promise.) 


Relish the feeling of sun on your face, on your skin, though 
you may turn red because of it. (Embrace the shadows on your vis- 


age, silhouettes on your skin, though they hide the day from you.) 


Take the time to watch a squirrel scurry up a tree, or a frog 
croak, unmoving ona lillypad. Somctimes needing to run and catch up 
after being left behind. (Observe the vacant highways and the marble 


towers, where birds splatter on mirrored windows and you are always 
left behind.) 


Be dazzled by the sky, colouts of sunrises and sunsets. Hues of 


orange, pink, purple, red. (And the coming of night, darkness unfolding.) 


Wonder at the vastness of space, the endless galaxies full 
of planets and stars. Hidden shapes moving at high speeds through 
unknown territory. (And the diminutive Earth, a speck of dust curling 


through empty space.) 


Marvel at those made in His likeness, every human beautiful, 
gifted. Granted various with skills, characteristics, styles and passions. 
(And their eventual decay, as their gifts ace given away and their faces 


are sanded clean.) 


God who designed each one specifically to be a part of His world — 


— remember Him while He may be found. 


Alexander Hobbs 


A Speck of Dust 


The stars are not a blanket tonight, 

But a dark expanse of never-ending space 

Beckoning my long arms to reach high as they may; 

I don’t try —] think for a moment; no, feel, 

Unsearchable smallness and distance grows so deep 

Till ] believe I’m at the bottom of an airy cavern — 

No room to breathe, crushed and stretched by the infinite 


reaches of existence. 


Unable to handle this inexplicable weight of proximity, 


] shuck my trousers up and go inside. 


Stop, Watch! 


Here it comes again 
The clock striking one 
Before I knew the moon 


Had risen from its tender bed: 


I can’t keep track 

Cogs and gears keep turning, 

Without caring whether I get my bearings and 

breathe. 

I‘m waiting for the moment 

When time stops ticking forward 
iver-stepping, unrelenting 

Pressing us on while shackles chafe our every step 
I lose my grip on the world around me 

All 1 know is my legs won’t stop 

lor just a minute 

To feel the earth beneath my toes 

I’m stuck, without a rhythm to sing to 


Just seconds to pace the moments that we'll never see again. 


We won't stop trudging, 

Onward - to what? 

Is there a point we're trying to reach? 
It feels like failure to carry on 


And yet find nothing we're fighting for. 


thoughts of heaven / thoughts of hell 


every ch un 
tam from dust and thing matters; inalli — erish. in that which chains me 


no P en 


cre aw His 
isee ation unveiled; by this ] my life ake. —_— power is too great, 


damn fors his 
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bringing me into the insurmountable __ ight. perpetually —_ orn again, again, again. 


sm com 


your ile propels me, always _pleting me: until ] am dust once more. 


gu de 


I bat Remains 


a 


-Hannah 
Dieleman 
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Rebecca Dod 
\ 


In The Commons 


Paths are worn 
By endless attrition, 
Rivers of coffee sworn 


To resurrect undead repetition. 


To Sleep, Perchance to Dream 


I would like to sleep. 
I would like a holiday away. 
But I’m a helpless heap. 


I'm here to stay. 


T come to our meeting place 
and turn out the lights. 
You hold your scythe and hide your face, 


But leave me here to lonely nights. 


How many hours did I wait for you, 
letting down pride while I cried? 
How many hours did I stay with you? 


But you're never satisfied. 


You call my name, 
constantly, like a blister. 
Always, we play your game. 


Permanence, you whisper— 


I turn around and you're on one knee. 


You say you'll be mine forever. 
] want to accept your plea, 


To accept your treacherous pleasure. 


Perchance, you'll give me dreams, 
but my dreams are not always swect. 
Pm afraid of my screams 


when your hold will be complete. 
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Fe excerpts 


The Caged Man 


I have forgotten myself—no, I have remembered. Time has remem- 
bered, remembered that I am not what I was, not anymore. I have licked the 
salt off the walls in my time here with you in captivity. It was dry and crust- 
ed, loose paint coated my tongue, and left it with the texture of sandpaper. 
We have been here all along, you and I, before the green hills browned in the 
summer sun, before the windstorm carried us into fresh exile. Do you re- 
member awakening on the sandalwood shore? They gave us our daily bread 
with a little water saucer, made us flick our tongues at the floor like cats, the 


chains holding our paws back. 


I do not know why I still live. As the man says, too much of any- 
thing poisons the reservoir; bread is toxic to me, water boils in my throat, 
milk congeals into mucus on my tongue. Life itself is anathema to my 
well-being, Some days I imagine myself cleaving my own flesh with a bone- 
saw and slipping it down my gullet, only to gag it back up; my blood frowns 
upon itself as it might a foreign object. Last summer my heart clotted itself 
in, the rest of me turned a sickly shade of blue and it was only the Surgeon 
who kept me going, that terrible man. I am of the conviction that surgeons 
hide behind masks not to keep the world and its contaminants out but to 
keep themselves and their villainy in, they must stockpile it for a day when 


Hippocrates is no longer watching from the heavens, if he ever was. 


A Word for Nick Funke 
(by John Morton) 


DO YOU REMEMBER, OLD BOY 
When the frogs were all that croaked, 
the oven all that smoked; 

a spell cast in anguish 
(IDIOT, THY NAME IS MORTON]}] 
I have forgotten the incantation, and 
with you 
[Below] 


1 cannot hear the creaking of your soul. 


Ne’er did a blazer blazon like Nick’s knickers. 
It had wont of green, and free — the cuffs, the cumbering cuffs, sec - 
Cloven from the cloth of cloaked clockmakers 


Kill not the want for Killian in ye! 


carafes and arts, welting in the weather-bin 
glazed. [Glazed?] glazed. 
pray nimble Funke, blistered with barnacles 


what have the angels for thee? 


a pickled carrot, a plotted land 
a dangled coffin, a mangled hand 
ask nor the FEnd of what is to come - 


‘tis Present’s Son, not yet Begun. 
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In yesterday, we spoke of Clay 
when there was still discovery 
when the sun had not yet unveiled that nothing which was to be new 


it was only me and you. 


It had wont of green, and free — the cuffs, the cumbering cuffs see- 

Cross’t on the wanton bread with barren butter 

Kill not che want for Killian in ye! 

Nay, K. It is not for thee. 
Spiral like that Gibbon, 
[driven twister-a-tongues, 
liquor the light, 
succour the bulb] 
natch ye, math-man of mundanes 
reproducer of rabbits 
[shift, reckoner, and listen!] 


Leon, the botherer of bones 


Cluttered north of bickering rocks, 
where the stones doth stumble 
and in their srumbling strive — 

Night, be my possession. 
Day, be my progression. 


Clay, be my procession. 


Rory Murphy 


Weather, Am I Vain Too? 


This is to the Lord I pray to 
whom ancient ancestors sacrificed wether; 
Do these silent words perforate your divine Vein 


from this small splinter that 1s pitiful I? 


These testaments counted by two 
by which our lives are shaped like rocks in weather: 
Do we but aimlessly sway, galed like some off-kilter Vane 


forming only judgments by our farm-painted eye? 


Thy call inspires yet frightens us, too; 
Is it foolish when we bear hope’s whims—whether 
all we do for you in these short lives is but in Vain? 


For this fear, we hope for your resounding ‘aye’. 
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Abby Ciona 


Love Like EKagles 


When bald eagies love each other, they soar 
high into the sky, 

lock talons, 

spiral and 

fall— 

together— 

down to the earth in 

a dangerous dance of spinning feathers— 


a cartwheeled courtship. 


And I want you to know that because I 

don’t want to fall 
in love, 

a flurry of fleeting feathers, 
and dive— 

alone— 
T want to fall 
in a life of love | 
and dance 

and die— 


with you by my side. i 
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Abby Ciona 
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Ragged 


Frostbreak in a dim pane 


and the shapes of hills — 


She is far away yet, 


with the birthing green. 


Cry the frozen birdsong 


that was her wake. 


our silver-lit fingers 
in vague exchange. 
and narrow steps, 


her words uncovered 


by dense embrace of 
evening leaves 
Did I go to her? First 


in bone-white night, 
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‘til shifting above, 


the alert of seabirds 


\ allowed 


a path 


peadless 


rhat ipraide 


(O, tell me what 


else to abandon.) 
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asso 


(and the wood’s edge, 


and the old dream 


is pale blindness.) 


Cold, Mute, Pulling shore — 


only a shadow 


Wisping in the damp air, 
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Naomi Geertsema 


Spring 


Fall 

The year begins: freshmen, and parents’ tears 
Fall along with colours changing, 

Leaves crunching under stressed students’ feet 
Wearing down a path to exams 


Bringing them to 


Winter 

With snowflakes, fleeting as Christmas break 
Turns to ice-covered slippery slopes 
Descending into breakdowns from winter blues 


Alleviating in time for exam spirals once more 


Just in time for 


Summer 

Filled with 9-to-5 days of minimum wage 
Working not for enjoyment but to pay the bills 
Due at the end of sunny days 

Approaching rapidly along with colder air 


Blowing us to... 


Wait, back at fall 

I thought there were four? 
Fall, winter, spring, summer, 
Yet each drags into the next 
Till one is lost 

To the days of schoolyards, 


Swing sets, puddles, and 


Spring. 
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Nathan Reid-Welford 
excerpt 


x, 


This article of Nathan’ is being published in the Christian young adult magazine 
Love Is Moving, reflecting on the experience of being a senior Quest member 


5 " operatit ’ / 
as graduation approaches and ne pass the torch on to a new generation of the tea! 


Open Reflections from an Open Mie 


“Welcome to the Quest Open Mic,” Taps, the Creative Outreach 
Coordinator of Quest says, introducing the first performer. 

The lights dim. Cool blue mixed with a tinge of white washes over 
the stage. Chalk shines off the blackboard backdrop, the word Quest and 
the submission deadline illuminated. The artist reaches for the mic. A voice 
flutters into the Rec Centre, conveying a story, weaving a creative web of 
personal thoughts, contemplations, observations, hardships, and good memories. 

The audience watches attentively. Core contributors to semester 
magazine editions, Supportive friends. Curious minds investigating what 
happens here when the house lights are dashed. A few alumni, experiencing 
the culture we set in motion just before their time at Redeemer expired. 

The artist steps off the stage amid applause. Another person picks 
up where they left off. And so it goes. One by one, audience members 


approach me: 
] want to perform, 
T smile. That’ great. 


! sort of wrote a poem 1 like to read. 
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Amesome. 
Another. [ve never spoken at an Open Mic, but 111 give it a try. 
Awesome. This is the place to do it. 


The night continues, but inside time stands still. The passion, the 
spark of creativity plays out beneath the lights. Amplified soundwaves cir- 
culate the space, delivering the creativity, swirling around the rafters, forcing 
their way outside like messengers, searching for ears to pique the curiosity of 
unknown individuals. To draw them in and gather the community around the 
essential expression of creative arts. 

Quest is Redeemer’s Creative Arts club. We produce a magazine 
based on a biblical theme that features student work every semester. From 
poetry, to photography, monologues, to visual arts, the magazines are a 
collection of the student body’s creativity. Our goal is to give every student, 
whether they are studying arts, English, business, science, psychology or 
anything else, the opportunity to tap into their creative potential, grow their 
confidence, find and create community with other artists, and provide a 
platform for their work. We believe that God has given everyone a little bit 
of artistic and creative ability, and that this is best utilized in community with 
one another where it can be put on display. I didn’t start the club... but I 
nearly ended it. 

The realization suddenly hits me as I sit at the back of the Rec Cen- 


tre, taking everything in. 
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jenna) Dekker 


Life from Death 


28 


Follow us on Instagram! 
@redeemerquest 


Quest is a student-run publication. 


Submissions can be sent to 
quest@redeemer.ca 


Deadlines are typically about 8 weeks into 
the semester; visit our Instagram page for 
updates. ALL art forms are welcome! 


Graphic design by Sarah Olivo. 


Cover image is composed of collages 
made by Quest community members 
at our Improv and Art Night! 


Ecclesiastes 


Remember also your 


Creator in the days of your 


youth .. before the sun 
| 7 

and the Light and the moon ‘ 
and the stars are darkened 
when the keepers of the house 
tremble .. the strong men are 
bent .. the windows are dimmed 
and terrors are in the way 
desire fails .. and the dust 
returns to the earth as it 


was, and the spirit returns 


